l82                             CJESAR   IS   DEAD

this girl also was alive, secretly, potently alive, warmly,
hungrily. His flesh shrugged and winced with a reluctant
stir of warmth: a distant warmth like music heard afar
across waters, richly close in its echo in the blood.

He held the girl out at arm's length, forced himself to smile
into her eyes, and backed away. Publilia had stolen his
innocence. He would die unsatisfied, the world and his
private affairs equally in disorder. Everything had become
slovenly, slowed down; Caesar's murder had dissipated its
heroism in argument; a taint was over all.

Clodia's anger had faded. How could she hate this old
man who lived in a world of words? After all, she had once
or twice deliberated about poisoning Metellus; she had
loathed him at times; and what was the difference between
loathing and murder? No difference, except a fear of the
risk involved in killing.

"So you don't care to come to any conclusion apart from
Atticus?"

"I'm afraid not. As I said, Fd be without any ready cash
at all if it wasn't for him. But I'll speak to him and try to
hurry things up. I'd like to have that shrine built soon."

It would be something stable in a shaken world, a rose
blossoming in the black winter. He was sure that in those
months of tears and loneliness on the coast he had brought
Tullia's spirit near. He had felt wings folded about him
when he woke in the night; and then at morning his grief
had been worse. Strange that such comfort should bosom
-, Mm, the- gift of a frail small ghost. His dear had died in
childbirth, and now his head rested between her motherly
breasts. He prayed to her at night. Her ghost was his heaven.
She must have no tomb but a shrine.

Glodia saw his far-away gaze and rose to go. He awoke
from his musing and felt something precious escaping out of
his grasp; lie didn't want Glodia to stay and yet he couldn*t
bear her to go.

_ "Here/* he said, and picked up the first object that met his
hand:    a little ivory casket sculptured with birds,  once
He handed.it to young Glodia.    "Something to
an old man by.   Your father and I said hard
But tate has no meaning after death.